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	1. For Want of a Blueberry

"He's going to."

Bellwether's voice mocked down from above, just as a small "pap!" issued from the gun, and something blue smashed against Nick's neck, and he immediately dropped to the floor, grunting in agony. Outwardly, Judy seemed horrified, backing around Nick gently.

"Nick, fight it. Please, try to fight it off!"

Then his eyes caught her. And as she looked into them, she realized something.

Judy's faux expression of horror melted into true fear.

"Nick..."

The fox that once was Nick leapt at her, knocking her to the ground. The last thing she ever felt was the fox's teeth closing around her neck.

Bellwether grinned down at what once was Judy and what once was Nick. She dropped the cartridge to the ground, and noticed one of the pellets seemed off. She picked it up, looked it over, and saw it was a blueberry. She chuckled.

"So close, Judy. And yet so far."

The sound of sirens grew loud outside the museum. The entire Police Force burst into the building, and Bellwether at once turned to face them. "You're too late! He took her...he went savage, and...and..." Tears welled up in her throat, but internally she was smiling. Chief Bogo walked out to the diorama, and gasped in horror.

"Judy!"

The fox down in the pit snarled and tried to jump up at the Prey above. Bellwether walked out of the building, being consoled by an Elephant who held her in his arms. The sound of a single shot echoed in the museum, and the snarling of the fox ended. Bogo walked out, his head hung low.

"Mayor Bellwether, what are we going to do now?"

She looked out. "I already know what needs to be done."

* * *

><p><em>3 Days Later<em>

The television cameras trained on the podium, and the small fluffy Sheep walked up. "Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you for coming."

The press sat down. Everyone there was a Prey animal.

"In light of the trauma of recent events, the City Council and I have called upon the Emergency Powers Act to pass a new piece of legislation. We just call it "The Collar Act". Effective immediately, all Predators in Zootopia will be required to register with the City Government in order to prepare for collaring. These collars have been in development since the beginning of the Savage Scare, and will function by delivering an incapacitating electric shock to any Predator who exhibits signs of going savage, by measuring their heart rate and activating when it goes above a certain level."

The reporters began clamoring quietly. Bellwether pointed to a Rhinoceros in the back row. "How will this affect Prey in the city?"

"This plan is engineered entirely for the safety of all citizens. We only have Zootopia's best interests at heart. We don't want to have to do this, but we have to. As such, we must move quickly. In the last three days alone, two more Predators have gone savage, one in public. Three innocent lives lost..." She paused to compose herself, then continued. "I will make sure to do everything in my power to keep this city safe, I promise you that."

She smiled for a camera. The plan was finally in full motion.

* * *

><p>A full year had elapsed since then. First the collars went on. Then, when Predators kept going savage, the government began to isolate Predators into secluded sections of the city. After the 50th predator went savage, the city came to the decision that it was too dangerous to keep providing most services to the Predator Districts.<p>

Another 5 years passed. 487 Predators gone savage, 78 of which were gunned down in public. Mayor Bellwether, at the end of her single 6 year term, passed a new amendment allowing for a mayor to hold unlimited terms with a vast support base. Shortly after this, the Security Party was formed, dedicated to ending the Savage Terror by all means necessary.

The Enabling Act came in the 7th year of the Terror, and the 7th year of Bellwether's time in office. With the act, passed by a massive bloc of support in a public election, Mayor Bellwether was given the power to surpass the City Council, in one stroke giving her complete control of the city.

No one cared when their rights began to be whittled away. No one cared when the security cameras went up on every street. No one cared when the ZPD added the Special Security Force, with total power to attack anyone accused of being in league with a conspiracy to keep Predators going feral. No one cared that soon they stopped attacking only Predators, and started going after the protesters.

Books were banned. Rights suspended. Martial Law laid down. The Predators were stripped of their citizenship, and very few Prey seemed to care that the same had happened to them.


	2. A Break in the Chain

"..._And as always, Prey Prevails! It's the phrase always on everyone's lips, but what does it mean? Let me tell you what it means, it means that Prey have triumphed over the decadence of a misguided past, where we have triumphed over the savages that were once called Predators, the ones now shoved exactly where they belong! You want to know what I think? You must want to, since you're watching my show. I think that we should get rid of them all. Not even give them the pleasure of continued existence, take them all and shove them in a pit, then bury them alive!"_

"That's enough out of you."

Evan clicked off the television, and Pawthero's ramblings and shouting ended. The Panda brushed back his hair, and kept going about making himself look nice for his date. The only thing going through his head was the classical music that he managed to keep playing on his radio at nearly all hours.

Finally, he pulled on a brown trench coat over his outfit and walked out onto the streets. The cold night was deserted and quiet save for the repeated phrase "A Code Yellow curfew is now in effect. Any unauthorized persons will be arrested. This is for your protection." constantly blaring over the loudspeakers. He continued ignoring them and started walking down the street. He kept humming the classical tune in his head, trying to drown out the loudspeakers. The wind flowed from the walls surrounding Tundra Town, making Evan pull the coat tighter around his neck.

Evan got as far as the street corner before the men caught up with him. He turned down an alley to try and get rid of them, but another man appeared at the end. He turned back towards the entrance of the alley, but the other men showed up. He could do nothing but stand there as the men closed in on him.

"Excuse me, I'm trying to see a person..."

"Oh, that's it, is it?" They chuckled. "Must be one hot piece of tail to go out after curfew."

"Yeah, must be a once in a lifetime woman."

"They're not a..." He closed his mouth before he realized it.

The men grinned. "Oh, I see. Well, that changes things." They kept closing in on him. Evan panicked and pulled out a can of mace, which only made the Horses surrounding him laugh more.

"Oh, would you look at that? He's threatened us."

"Yes, yes he has. You know what that means?"

"It means we get to exercise our judicial discretion." One of them held up a small badge, imprinted with the symbol of a raised fist. Evan felt the blood drain from his face.

"Oh god. You're part of the Paws..." He kept backing away. "I'm sorry, please, I didn't know." One of the men seized his shoulders.

"I suppose there's something you could do to get out of this. Just tell us where this little man of yours is."

Evan started begging. "Please, just let me go! I'll never go out after curfew, I - I - I'll apply to join the Paws, I'll do anything!"

The Horse gave a sickening grin. "Alright, if you won't tell us where he is, you'll have to do then."

"What!?"

The two other men grabbed his jacket and tore it off, while the other man grabbed at his belt. He panicked and started screaming. "HELP! HELP!"

"And thus I clothe my naked villainy with old odd ends stolen forth from holy writ, and seem a saint when most I play the devil."

A cool, calm female voice drifted down the alley, casing all three to look towards the source of the voice. There at the end of the hallway was a tall, black figure. Long, black hair fell in an even curtain to the shoulders, cloaked in black and with black ears jutting up from its head.. But perhaps the most significant attribute was that the figure wore a white mask molded to the shape of a face of some indeterminate mammal, with black painted on to suggest a slightly grinning face.

The figure had started walking down the alley, advancing on the Horses. The man with the badge held it up at the figure, and started talking. "Look, ma'am, this is official Paws business, so get-"

A sudden slash sliced open the man's wrist, and he dropped to the ground, screaming in pain. At once, the figure seemed to pounce forward and plunged a dagger into the Horse's chest, then just as quickly lunged forward and slashed open the other two Horse's necks, kicking them to the ground. The whole of it was over in less than 10 seconds.

Evan had fallen to the ground, panting. He looked up at the figure, and started scrambling back towards the wall. The figure turned to him. "Are you hurt?" the voice asked.

"I ah...I...I'm...fine..."

"Good. I did not arrive too late, then?"

"Who are you?"

"Who? Who? Who is but the form following the function of what and what I am is a woman in a mask."

"I knew that."

"Of course you did. I'm not here to remark on your intuition. I'm merely remarking on the paradox of asking a woman in a mask who she is."

"Oh. Of course." For some reason, a slight chuckle escaped his lips.

The woman helped him up, then turned away. "But in lieu of the more commonplace sobriquet, on this most auspicious night, allow me to suggest the character of this dramatis persona."

Then she turned, and with a flourish started speaking, her voice getting stronger and stronger. "Unbound! And unchained, untied from the ubiquitous umbilical of a underhanded and unchivalrous people whose untimely underplay of upper-handedness and uncivil understanding unfortunately has undone the understanding of unthreatened allies and unified the unambiguous undying hatred of so many uncivil underlings unhingedly undermining the base of underlying and now unattainable mercy!"

Then she giggled. "Understandably, this unprecedented outpouring is unsolicited, so let me simply add it is my great pleasure to meet you, and you may call me U."

Evan stared back. "You're mad, aren't you?"

"I'm sure they'll label me as such. But to whom, may I ask, am I speaking?"

"I'm...Evan. Evan Hammond."

"Ah, that's who." U's mask looked directly into his eyes. The eternal smile was starting to bother him. "Can you walk?"

"...yes." He got up and kept staring at the woman named U. She nodded, then turned. "Come with me, please."

Evan walked with the cloaked woman quietly, following her into a vacant apartment building, up a stairway, and out onto the roof facing the massive refrigeration walls of Tundra Town.

"Tell me, Evan, what day is it?"

"It's...April 4th. Why?"

"Today, 8 years ago, Chancellor Bellwether passed her Enabling Act, and the rest is history. I figured I'd give her a proper tribute with an orchestral display. And while I'm partial to a good piano concerto, tonight I will call upon the whole of the band."

U whipped out a baton, and started conducting. "First, the overture." She kept conducting in silence. "Yes, yes, now the brass comes into play, and the winds...tell me, Evan, can you hear it?"

"I can't...wait! I hear something!"

A very, very loud orchestral piece began building up over the intercom speakers. IT became blaringly loud, building up and up and up. Lights flipped on all across Tundra Town, and people began timidly walking out of their homes to wonder what was going on.

Then U exclaimed "Wait wait! Here comes the crescendo!" She made a massive, sweeping motion with her hands, and just as the music reached its crest, an explosion. A massive, thundering explosion at the refrigeration wall. Then more explosions, and more still. Enough to bring the wall crashing apart, and end its cooling systems.

All the while, U kept conducting while laughing maniacally. Evan watched the explosions with horror, then darted back down the stairs. He ran all the way down the street, ran into his home, then slammed and bolted his door. After that, he huddled down into his bed, trying desperately to get to sleep.

As he finally managed to drift off, he noticed that it felt somewhat warmer.

"You've had 5 hours, gentlemen. I expect you've got answers."

The Giraffe spoke up. "Chancellor Bellwether, we found a disc in the intercom relay. The song on it was Tchaicowsky's 5th Overture."

"Blacklist it. I don't ever want to hear it again. And what of the terrorist?"

"Well, we've had some camera feed records, but obviously the mask makes identification impossible. We have also identified the man with the terrorist as being the same man that the Paws were attempting to detain."

Bellwether's voice, hardened from time, kept issuing forth from the phone. "I want you to find this man and arrest him on sight. If he resists, shoot him dead. If not, get him to confess everything about his involvement. Am I understood, Mr. Neckley?"

The Giraffe cleared his throat. "Yes, Chancellor."

"Good. See to it."


	3. Something Terribly Wrong

The news anchors sat at their desk, cleared their throats, and put on smiles. The intro jingle for the news network began playing. "It's the ZTN News Hour at 8 o'clock! With your hosts, Robert Zebray and Rachel Roberski!"

The cameras panned up, and they began speaking. "Good morning, everyone! Our first story today: the successful demolition of the old wall separating Tundra Town and Sahara Square was carried out last night. While it came as a shock for many people living on both sides of the wall, this demolition had been planned for quite some time. The City Government has announced that construction will commence on the new walls immediately."

Evan swiped his ID over the scanner and was let through the gate. At once, the receptionist pushed a cart of several boxes at him. "These need to go to the 5th Floor, posthaste."

"Wait, who are they for?"

"No idea. Just get them up there."

Evan rolled his eyes and called back as he left. "Probably Pawthero again. Someone needs to let him know this station isn't his playpen." He sighed and counted the floors in his head as the elevator climbed the tall tower that served as the home of the Zootopia Television Network. As he went further up, the entirety of Zootopia's downtown spread in front of him. Every time he saw it, he kept reminding himself: _This city's gotten a lot greyer in the last 10 years._

The elevator went "ding!" and the doors opened. He pulled the cart further down the hall and into the office marked "G. Doetrich", and with a tall Stag talking over the phone. "Look, a whale getting burned at the stake, I know the sketch is hilarious, but the censors would never approve it. Rewrite it, then get back to me." He hung up the phone and smiled at Evan. "Hello there, Evan. Did you get to Albert's house all right?"

"No, I got held up by some Paw men. I never made it."

"Did you at least tell Albert you were alright?"

"I called him last night, but all I'm here to do is deliver these packages, Gordon." He pulled the cart up, and handed one of them to the Stag. He looked it over for a second, then handed back. "These are supposed to go to the 7th floor, Evan."

"What?"

"Look, right here. It says "7th Floor."

"What, the Emergency News Room?"

"I don't know. Maybe Security's planning some new propaganda movie." Evan sighed and left the room, but Gordon stopped him. "Evan, I wasn't finished yet."

Curtly, he answered "What?"

"Evan, most people who run into the Paws end up with black bags over their heads. How did you get away?"

"Well...I bribed them."

"Evan, you don't make enough to give bribes."

"Well..." He sighed. "Someone...intervened. Someone took them out."

Gordon's eyes went wide. "Wait, someone _killed_ them?"

"Yes, but someone blew up the walls, and now Tundra Town is melting."

"How does that change anything?"

"I...I don't know."

The Stag patted the Panda's shoulder. "Just be careful, Evan. I can guarantee Security's probably going to be watching out for you."

Evan nodded, and carried the boxes out.

The receptionist continued typing away at the keyboard, until a ding came from the front door. A tall, dark, black figure in a white mask started approaching the desk. She stood up. "If you've got an appointment, I'll need to check your schedule against the - hey, get back here!" The figure walked right past the desk and into the elevator. She pressed a button, and the security was called up.

The elevator stopped, and two Bison stood in front of the door. "Stop right there! Tell us who you are what what your intentions are!"

The figure responded by opening its cloak. The two Bison stepped back in horror. "Dear god..."

The figure had lined its body with explosives.

It walked past them, down the hall and through the doors to the Emergency Broadcast Room. The man making sure that the equipment was always ready to go had no notice it was there until a dagger was pressed to his throat. A calm female voice whispered in his ear.

"Let me tell you exactly what will be done."

The newscasters continued talking. "And in lighter news, the Security Party has announced a sudden decline in the number of feral incidents in the Savage Districts these last three months. The causes are yet unknown, but the Special Security Force has specifically stated that this decrease does not entail that the Savage Terror is over."

"And one final note on the Savages: today, 3 Savages will be executed live on Pay-Per-View, open for all citizens. And as such-"

The feed cut off. All across Zootopia, screens had gone black. From the massive screens in the Downtown Plaza to small phone screens, blackness. Then, a cut. A figure entirely in black with a white, smiling mask. It started speaking with a cool, calm voice.

"Good morning, Zootopia. I must apologize for this interruption. I too enjoy the comfort of the mundane, the regular, the consistent. I enjoy them as much as anyone. But in the spirit of commemoration of this most auspicious day, the day of your Chancellor's appointment 10 years ago, I thought we could sit down and have a chat."

Evan stared up at the screen, paralysed. _Oh god. It's her._

"There are of course, those who don't want us to speak. Even now, I imagine orders are being shouted into telephones and men with guns are being scrambled in this very television studio."

The security officers got to the doors at the Emergency Broadcast Studio, and found them barricaded. "He's locked us out."

"But while the bludgeon may be used in lieu of conversation, _words_ will always retain their power. Words offer meaning, messages, and truth. And the truth is, there's something terribly wrong with this city, isn't there?"

Evan quickly darted into his small office and kept watching on the small screen. The men several floors up kept pounding away at the door. Across the city, people watched their screens transfixed. From Sahara Square to the Rainforest District, from the apartments of the elite to the smallest shack in the Predator ghettos, everyone watched.

"Intolerance, cruelty, oppression, injustice. These are the bywords of your government today. But why? Who's to blame? Surely, there are those more responsible than others, and they _will be held accountable_. However, if you want to know the truly guilty party, you need only look into a mirror."

A shiver went down Evan's spine.

"I know why you did it. Who wouldn't have acted as you did? Savagery, chaos, the threat of your lives ending in a single moment without warning. Fear took hold in your minds, and in that fear, you turned to the now Chancellor Dawn Bellwether. She promised you order, she promised you peace. And all she asked for in return was your quiet obedience and consent."

The men at the door had brought up a blowtorch, and had begun cutting through the door.

"Last night, I sought to end that silence. Last night, _I_ destroyed the walls of Tundra Town to remind this nation that what the City is and what it has become is not eternal and resolute. Only 17 years ago, a young Rabbit sought to solve the troubles that the city had begun to be plunged into. She sought to remind us that these problems are not eternal, that they can be fixed, they can be solved with compassion and understanding. And what this city has forgotten is that compassion and understanding are not merely words, they are perspectives that can reveal the truth."

Evan continued watching just as everyone else in the City did.

"So if you remain blind to the injustices of the government, if you feel nothing is wrong, then you can simply ignore this broadcast and return to your daily routine. But if you _see as I see_, if you _feel as I feel_, then I ask you to stand with me, 1 year from now, outside the doors of the City Government's Headquarters, and together, we shall _give them a day that shall never, __**ever be forgotten.**_"

The screen went black, showing only a black screen with a simple logo in red: a capital "U" in a diamond. And nothing else.

The men outside the door finally cut through the locks, and smashed down the door. A dense fog filled the room. "Kerosene fog. Stay vigilant." They slowly moved into the room, until a dark, cloaked figure suddenly emerged. At once, the security guards opened fire. The figure fell to the ground, grunting. The men cheered, and walked forward. They pulled off the figure's mask, and saw only the face of the technician, his mouth gagged.

Evan quickly scrambled to pack up his office. He pushed everything he needed to have into his bag, and started out the door. Then, a giraffe stopped him. "Mr. Evan Hammond?"

The Panda felt his blood run cold. "...yes?"

"We have some questions for you. Will you come with us, please?" Two Security toughs flanked him.

It was then that the cloaked figure appeared behind them, and quickly shoved daggers into the backs of the toughs. He smashed the back of the Giraffe's neck, and he fell to the ground at once. It was then it noticed him.

"Evan, quickly. This way." She grabbed his hand and started dashing from the building, bursting into the stairwell. Evan tried his hardest to keep up, but he wasn't fast enough. He lost his footing. He fell down the stairs. And as the back of his head smashed into the wall, his world went black.


	4. A Gallery of Secrets

The video footage played across the screen. The security guards stormed the room, the black figure walked forward, they shot it, it went down. It had been played no less than 4 times during the same news piece. And once again, the news anchors happily chirped out the news. "Once more, the video footage shows the daring police officers of the ZTN headquarters gunning down the terrorist now branded as 'U'. Our city is once again safe from all threats against it. Prey Prevails once again!"

The young Mouse heard her father call out from behind her. "What a load of crap!"

She turned to face him. "But the news people said she's dead, daddy."

"The news people aren't telling the truth, little one."

"So the news people made up the news?"

He smiled grimly. "The newscasters don't make up the news, they just report it. Making it up is the Government's job."

* * *

><p>Evan awoke when the back of his head throbbed particularly hard. He at once tried to feel it, but found that his head had been wrapped in a bandage. He sat up and took stock of where he was. The room was small, square, and made of stone. He was on a small, simple bed across from a dresser with a mirror, and the room was piled high with books. He got up and looked himself over in the mirror. His eyes were fine, he felt some bruises on his arms and chest, and the only sign of injury was the wraps his head was in.<p>

The door was closed, but unlatched. He walked out nervously, and his mouth fell open. The room beyond his was a massive vault filled with a myriad of things. A jukebox, a pool table, bookshelves, a suit of armor, many film reels, many paintings and statues, and enshrined on a small pedestal was something he hadn't ever seen: a single, opened collar. He walked over to the bookshelf and browsed the titles. It took him a few moments that they were all books banned by Security. _The Predator/Prey Relationship_, _The Sheep who Loved the Wolf, The History of Predators Rights in Zootopia_...so many titles he had thought had been gone for at least 10 years.

Before he could pull a book off the shelf, a voice alerted him. "I'm glad to see you awake, Evan."

He spun around, and the same white mask smiled at him. "You scared me."

"My apologies. Are you feeling well?."

"Yes, I'm okay." He looked around more, taking in everything again. "Where am I?"

"This is my home. I call it the Shadow Gallery."

Evan chuckled briefly. "That's your name for all this?" He looked around again and smiled. "This place is beautiful. How did you get all this?"

U walked around lazily, looking at everything. "Here and there, and a few other places. Most of it from the vaults of the Department of Questionable Materials."

"You stole all this?"

The woman turned to face him, and it was then that Evan realized he still didn't know what species she was. "Oh, goodness no. Stealing implies ownership, and it's impossible to steal from Security. All I've done is reclaimed them."

"Oh geez, if they ever find this place..."

"I think that if they ever do find this place, a few bits of art will be the least of my worried."

"You mean after last night." Then he remembered the officers coming for him. "Oh no...what have _I _done?"

"As of the moment, nothing too incriminating."

"No, they saw me with you! They think I'm working with you!"

"Is that what you actually think or what they want you to think?"

"...I think I need to go."

As he walked across the room, U called after him. "May I ask where?"

"I have to go home."

"If they were looking for you where you work, they almost certainly know where you live."

"Well, I'll stay with a friend. I can stay with Albert, he'll hide me!"

"Evan, Security knows you're with him. He'd be the first place they'd look, and both of you will end up in one of Security's interrogation cells." U sighed. "You must understand, Evan, I didn't want this for either of us. But I couldn't see any other way. You were out cold, and I needed to make a decision. If I left you there, you'd have been black bagged and taken away. They'd imprison you, torture you, and in all likelihood kill you on charges of treason. And I simply decided that I couldn't let that happen, not after we became acquainted last evening. So I picked you up and carried you to the only place you'd be safe: here, in my home."

Evan's hands began to tremble. "I won't tell, I swear on my life. You can trust me, honestly you can!"

"I'm sorry, but I can't take that risk."

"I don't even know where I am!"

"You'd get out of here, you'd be able to retrace your steps, and lead them right to me."

"Wait...so I have to _stay here_?"

"Only until I'm finished. After the coming April 4th, I don't think it'll matter."

"You mean...a _year from now?!_"

"I'm sorry. I don't know what else to do."

"You could have left me alone! _Why didn't you just leave me alone!?_" He ran out of the room and back to the room where he had woken up, and slammed his door shut. He collapsed onto the bed, and started to sob quietly to himself. It was a long time before he finally started drifting off, but just before he did, he could have sworn someone pulled a blanket over him.

* * *

><p>Erick Neckley tossed the file down on the table. "Anything else on his background?"<p>

The Capybara responded. "Yeah, it's not good. Both parents were interned at Meadowlands Detention Facility."

"Oh no."

"Yeah. She died during a hunger strike, and he snuffed it when the military retook a shed. And that's not the worst of it."

Erick rubbed the bruise on the base of his neck gingerly. "Go on."

"His brother went down to Savage #194."

"Holy crap..."

"Nothing but bad luck from one end to another."

Erick sighed. "So we know his story. Now we need hers."


	5. Muted

Evan slowly crept into the room where the sound of slicing was coming from. As he entered, he saw that U was standing over a cutting board, slicing fruits with the same deftness she used in battle. The door creaked, and she turned to see him. As always, the mask smiled cheerily. "Good morning, Evan."

"I...wanted to apologize for blowing up at you yesterday. I've thought about it, and I understand what you did for me. And I wanted you to know I am grateful." Then he noticed her gloves weren't on, and he saw her hands for the first time. The fur was almost entirely missing, and what little there was was rough and thin. The skin underneath was red and angry. "Your...hands..."

She noticed, then turned and fiddled with something before turning around and showing she had put her gloves on. "There we are. I hope I didn't put you off your appetite."

"No, it's just...are you alright?"

"Oh, yes, yes, yes, I'm fine." She went back to preparing the fruit.

"Can...I ask what happened?"

"A long time ago, there was a fire. Ancient history, perhaps, certainly not good breakfast conversation. Now, would you care for tea with your fruit?"

It was then Evan realized how hungry he was. "Yes, please, I'm starving."

U gestured for him to sit. As he did, she placed the bowl of fruit in front of him. It held pineapple, watermelon, cantaloupe, grapes, strawberries, and honeydew. He took a bite as U poured him a steaming hot cup of tea, and flavor exploded across his tongue for the first time in a very long time. The sensation was almost overwhelming. "This is...delicious! This is the freshest fruit I've had in ages!"

U smiled and walked back to the counter. "That's good."

"Where'd you get it?"

She stopped and looked up. "Um...government supply train, headed for Chancellor Bellwether."

Evan choked on the fruit for a moment. "You stole all this from Chancellor Bellwether?"

"Yes."

"You're insane, you know?"

She turned, and the mask kept smiling. "I dare do all that become a man, who dares do more is none."

"That's _Catbeth._"

"Very good."

Evan smiled. "My father would always read his plays to me...it never made much sense then, but I like thinking back to it now."

"Where's your father now?"

"Dead."

U sighed. "I'm sorry."

The Panda ate in silence for a minute longer. After some time, he spoke. "Did you really mean all that, what you said on the TV?"

"Every word of it."

"You really think that announcing you're going to blow up the Government's headquarters is going to fix everything that's wrong in this city?"

"I'm not certain, but the opportunity certainly exists."

"Yes, but if people really do show up, I'm pretty sure that Security will have everyone black-bagged."

U gripped the side of the counter. "People should not fear their governments. Governments should fear their people."

"And that's going to happen by blowing up a building?"

"It's what the building's a symbol of, and the act of destroying it. People give power to symbols, any symbol alone is meaningless. But with enough people, blowing up a building can change the world."

Evan turned back to his fruit for a moment longer. When he looked up, U was gone. To no one in particular, he said "Every time I see the world change, it's always for the worse.

* * *

><p>Pawthero's face gleamed down from the television. "I'll tell you what I know. I know this is <em>not<em> a true woman." In his bathroom, Pawthero watched his own face on the television. He recited along with himself. "What is she? A real woman does not hide her face behind a mask. A real woman does not murder civilians!" He smiled as the tape continued playing "She is what every freedom-hating gutless terrorist is: a goddamned coward!"

The phone rang as the applause rang on the television. Pawthero muted the television and answered. "Look, Mary, there's not going to be _any _negotiation. When I arrive tomorrow morning, that bitch up on the light board is going to be gone! No, I'm watching the tape right now! She has no idea how to light me, my nose looks like the fucking Union Bank Tower!" The woman on the phone tried to argue back, but Pawthero shot back "Listen to me, you raging cunt, Prey Prevails because I say it does! And not because of everyone else on this show, including you! Find another technician or go find another job." He hung up and started the water in his shower, and started the television again.

On the tape, Pawthero continued. "I tell you what I wish. I wish I'd been there. I wish I could have had it out with this coward man to man! Let's see what she would have done then!" The Hippo smiled as the water washed over him, and he began reciting with the television. "This so-called 'U' and her accomplice, Evan Hammond, they are demigods spouting a message of hate! A delusional, aberrant voice, aberrant and abhorrent! And her ultimatum, the mad ramblings of an insane terrorist! An ultimatum that has been met with swift and surgically precise justice!" For effect, Pawthero shouted "No mercy!" at himself on the television.

"And what's the moral? Good guys win, bad guys lose, and as always: Prey Prevails!" Feeling enormously satisfied with himself, Pawthero shut off the television and at once got a glimpse of a white, smiling face in the dark screen. He turned, and saw the figure standing not 2 feet away from him. "Holy SHIT!" He stumbled backwards, slipped on the wet tile, and fell to the ground.

"Good evening, Commander Pawthero."

Pawthero desperately pulled a towel over himself, trying to make himself even the slightest bit decent. "Fucking hell, how did you get in here?!" He reached for the phone, but the figure simply responded "Don't worry. I've made sure that this reunion won't be disturbed by any Security toughs, Commander."

"Why do you keep calling me that? Stop that!"

"That's what you were called when we first met, wasn't it? All those years ago..."

Terror shattered through his mind. "Oh hell. It's you."

In a terrifyingly calm voice, she advanced towards him. "The Ghost of Christmas Past."

* * *

><p>Erick Neckley woke up with a start to the sound of his phone ringing. Groggily, he answered. "What is it?"<p>

"Neckley, it's Dartcomb."

"Dartcomb?"

"I've already called the Chancellor. We have to get control of the situation."

"Situation? What situation?"

"Neckley, Louis Pawthero is dead."

* * *

><p>Erick looked down at the corpse. Crumpled, vomit leaking out of the mouth, and a single yellow tulip laid on the chest.<p>

"Chancellor Bellwether agreed, for plentifully obvious reasons, that we need to keep this hushed up, Inspector. Cast in the wrong light, the loss of the Voice of Zootopia could be devastating to the Party's credibility."

Erick thought it over. "Perhaps a stroke. No, that's too horrific, something a bit more quiet, dignified...we can say he died in his sleep." Then he turned to the Capybara. "Do we have any eyes or ears on this one?"

"No, the cams were cut, and the audio was also cut. But we did get a log ID for the elevator."

Erick sighed. "Let me guess."

"He's in this deep, inspector."

* * *

><p>The house was small, and quiet. U had an incredibly easy time of it slipping into a window, then casing the house for the man she had been looking for. She walked slowly up the stairs, and into the bedroom. A single man slept under the blankets. A small, younger Panda, sleeping soundly and silently. U's mask kept smiling. She silently crept up, and pulled the blankets back slowly. The figure started stirring, and she immediately pushed a cloth soaked in ether to his mouth and nose. He woke up and exclaimed for a brief moment, but once again passed out.<p>

U pulled him out of bed, and started down the stairs with him. "You'd better be worth the trouble."


	6. Hushed Reunion

Evan woke up to the sound of the television playing. He walked out towards the sound and saw U sitting on the couch, watching a news report. "Pawthero, fondly known as the Voice of Zootopia, was found dead in his bedroom this morning, having died peacefully in his sleep. The 57-year old Hippo was believed to have been in perfect health, and his death comes as a great shock to all those who knew him."

Evan sat and kept watching, while the news reporters continued to wax lyrical on Pawthero. He looked over at U, who kept watching with the same stoically smiling mask. "U...did you do that?"

"Yes."

"Did you really have to kill him?"

"Sometimes what needs to be done isn't always nice and clean. Sometimes people have to die."

"Yes, but...oh no. You used my ID to get in, didn't you?"

"Yes."

"U..."

"Evan, what I do is always for the greater good. As long as you stay here, you'll be safe. You know that, yes?"

"Well...yes, I do."

"Good. Now, it's still early, so I believe there's time for breakfast. Go wake up Albert, would you?"

"Albert?" Then it dawned on him. "U...did you...?" He ran off to his bedroom, but saw no one. He started opening the doors to other rooms until he came across another room with a bed hastily moved into it, and a Panda sleeping in it. Evan hardly dared breathe.

He walked across the room and gently shook the man. "Albert?"

The figure stirred. He slowly opened his eyes and smiled. "Evan?"

Evan smiled and hugged Albert close. The two embraced while Albert slowly took in the room around him. It dawned on him that he was not in his house. "Where am I?"

Evan sat him up in bed. "We're, um...underground."

"What do you mean?" Then he saw the figure standing in the doorway. The same white mask smiled back at him. His eyes went wide and he woke up all at once. "Shit! It's _her_!"

U walked in. "Albert, I mean you no more harm than Evan does."

"Than Evan...what...wait..." He took a moment, then asked calmly "Evan, what the hell is going on?"

"I'm...I'm..." He searched for the right words. "I'm...taking refuge with her."

Albert's voice wavered, but remained calm. "What do you mean, 'refuge'? Were...were the news stories true then? Are you working with her?"

"Albert, no. I'm just in hiding. If I went out to the surface, I'd be black-bagged in an instant."

"Right." He chuckled softly to himself. "So I guess they were going after me, next?"

U spoke up. "I had two reasons for taking you. One, while Evan is here, I figured that I could try and make him a bit more comfortable. Two, I used Evan's card to kill Pawthero last night. They would have certainly come after you next. This was purely for your benefits, and I hope you understand that this is very far out of my original plan."

Albert looked at U, then at Evan, then back at U. Then he chuckled some more. "I must either be the unluckiest or the luckiest man in all Zootopia, but as long as Evan's alright, I'll manage." He smiled and hugged the Panda close again. U's mask kept smiling.

"So...what happens now?"

U's mask stared back. "Today is April 6th, so you have about another 363 days to spend down here until the world can be put right again."

"I have to stay down here _for a full year_?"

"Albert, you must understand that this is for the best. If there was any other way I could do this, I would."

Albert got up and walked out into the main vault of the room quietly. "This place...there's enough stuff here to last someone a lifetime..."

"Bits and baubles, vestiges of a bygone past. Here they will stay until they can be rightfully returned to the people."

Albert looked back at U. "You mean when you destroy the Government by blowing up a building?"

"More or less."

He walked out to the bookshelf and pulled one off, leafing through it gently. "I thought these books had all been burned."

"U's been working overtime, I guess." Evan chuckled, and Albert smiled. "Alright. If it keeps me safe, I'll stay down here. As long as I have Evan." He hugged Evan again, kissing his cheek. U's mask kept smiling.

"So, U, what food is there to...?" Albert turned around to see that she had gone. "Where'd she go?"

"I'd suggest getting used to that."

Albert walked around until he found the kitchen, where a bowl of diced fruit had already been put out for them. "Is that fresh?"

"I think so."

"Huh. I like this place." He smiled and sat down with Evan across from him, starting in on the bowl. "So do you have any idea where this is?"

"Nope. We could be under Downtown, we could be miles outside the city. All I know is that we're underground."

"Any idea how far?"

"Nope."

"Gotcha. So I have to live in what's essentially a luxury apartment in the middle of nowhere."

Evan smiled and kissed his nose. "So it would seem. At least U seems like a nice person."

Albert nodded. "Probably insane, but a good person."

* * *

><p>The Special Security Forces headquarters was a tall building that everyone said looked like either a thumb or a tombstone. More people used the latter name for it. Commander Furderickson walked across the courtyard, reviewing the officers as they marched in lockstep, holding their guns at attention. He smiled at the sight. Order and perfection. Exactly what everything and everyone in Zootopia needed. Despite his shorter stature, the Beaver was still afforded an imposing stature from his rank in the SSF. As he walked into the building, the receptionist greeted him. "Good day, Commander. Your 2:00 will be with you on time today. Although I should note...they're a bit older than usual."<p>

"How much so?"

"Not very, I wouldn't worry about it." She smiled again and went back to typing away. He grinned at the anticipation of his appointment, and took the elevator to his office on the topmost floor. Once in, he quickly shed his uniform and slipped into a loose robe, smiling to himself. Once that was taken care of, he sat down at his computer and opened several different websites to get into the right mood. As well as gain some inspiration.

A small creak came from the doors. He looked up and saw a tall, cloaked figure in that white mask advancing towards him. At first he was confused. Then he smiled. "Kinky, are we? If that's what you like." He got up and walked to her. "Does the terrorist need to be punished?"

"Oh no, Commander. Not today."

The voice flooded his insides with fear. "Wait...it's _you._"

The mask leered at him. She suddenly darted forward and grabbed him by the tail, then held him in the air by it. His cheeks burned as he felt his robe fall above his waist. "Please, have mercy! I'll...I'll leave the city! I'll go incognito! You'll never hear of me again!"

"Begging does not become a Commander. Don't you remember how resolute you were when so many others begged of you?"

"You gave us a choice. Either we could cooperate with the doctors, or..." The figure pulled out a gun. The beaver practically screamed. "NO!"

Then she pulled out a syringe. "But since I am a generous woman, I'll give you the same illusion of choice. Either you stick this in your neck, or..." She put the gun to his forehead. "I can finish you off right now. How would you like to go out?"

Furderickson looked back at the gun, then the syringe. He grabbed the syringe out of her hand, and jammed it to his neck. He cast one last look at her, and said "Rot in hell." Then he pushed the plunger down, and within seconds he was convulsing in agony. The figure dropped him to the ground, and walked out of the room as silently as she had come. The screams of extreme pain followed her out.

* * *

><p>Erick walked around the autopsy table, looking over the corpse of the Beaver on the table. "Are you sure it's the same stuff you found in Pawthero?"<p>

The Gazelle in the white coat looked over her clipboard. "Yes, and it's anything that you could get in so many shops in this city."

The Giraffe sighed. "So you can't tell me anything other than that U killed him."

"Yes. And again, no fingerprints on the syringe other than Furderickson."

"Yeah, that's what I thought. Don't ever let the Chancellor know I said this, but we're working with a professional killer."

"Was anything else taken?"

"Just the lives of a few security guards, other than that, nothing. What did you say was in that syringe, again?"

"A whole bunch of very odd things. Trinitrotoluene, estrogen...motor oil. It makes no sense, but it certainly did him in."

"Right. Can you tell me anything about this?" He held out the yellow tulip left on the beaver's body. The Pathologist stared at it a moment. "You want me to tell you about a flower?"

"We found it on the corpse, just as we did with Pawthero."

"Well...it's a Lover's Yellow. I thought this breed had died out some time ago, but...it's certainly one. I don't know where the terrorist would have got one, but I suppose they're going to use it as their symbol."

"Right, well, thank you, Miss Hornrige."

Erick walked out of the room, tired as all hell. To his count, he hadn't slept at all since Pawthero had been killed. He got into his car and started driving towards the SSF headquarters, which he realized with a groan was all the way across the city.

The roads this late at night were largely deserted. The monotony of driving down the highway started getting to him, as he felt himself drowsing off. He kept trying to jerk himself awake, but it didn't work until the road did it for him. A massive pothole shocked him awake while destroying his tire. The car spun out of control and smashed into the side wall, knocking Erick out in an instant of fire and metal.


	7. Unmasked

"Just put a memorial in the paper, and get someone else on this problem. You have had 4 days to figure this out, and just because Mr. Neckley is dead doesn't give you a day off. Am I understood?"

"Yes, Chancellor Bellwether."

"Good. See to it."

The Capybara sighed and walked across the room, scanning his ID in the door and walking back to the office he had shared with Erick. The single folder on the desk was marked "Victims". He started flipping through the folder, reading the list of victims. Pawthero, Furderickson, and since Erick's accident, Chief Walbur of the ZPD. Three high-ranking and influential men, yes, but something kept pressing in his head. _Why these three in particular?_

He flipped through the files again and again, trying to look for anything in the files that could be made a pattern.

* * *

><p>Albert awoke abruptly, as did Evan. The two climbed out of bed and crept into the main vault, to see U dramatically fencing with the suit of armor. "En garde! Parry, parry, thrust, back, thrust!"<p>

Albert chuckled softly. "Do you think this is how she spends her time normally?"

Evan smiled. "Probably."

U took a dramatic swipe and decapitated the armor. The head rolled over to the two Pandas, and U's mask followed it, then caught sight of them. "Did I wake you?"

"Yes. But I'm sure we were going to wake up in a bit anyways."

"Just as well then. Did you sleep well?"

Evan smiled. "Very."

"I suppose it's a benefit to all of us that I had errands last night." The mask kept up its perpetual grin. Albert felt his cheeks burning.

"So, V?"

"Hmm?"

"Well...can you at least tell us what part of the city we're in?"

"I thought I had made my position clear, Evan."

He sighed. "Very well, then."

U crossed the room and headed into a room that Evan hadn't noticed before. While Albert walked over to find a film to watch, Evan walked across to the door and paused in front of it. He knocked tentatively.

"In a minute."

He sighed again and leaned against the door. It was only then he realized that it was unlatched, and the door swung open. He lost his balance and stumbled into the room. At once, the black figure bolted up from her chair. In a hellish voice, she screamed "**LEAVE!**"

In the mirror, Evan caught a glimpse of something. A face. Or something like it. It looked like one, but it wasn't enough to be called a "face". But what bore into him most were the eyes...

He slammed the door behind him, panting like mad. He was shaking. Albert came out. "What was that?"

Evan was too shaken up to speak. He simply walked to the alcove with the couch, and collapsed onto it. Albert came over and sat with him quietly, rubbing his shoulder. "Evan...? Are you alright...?"

He stayed quiet. Albert got up and put a disc into the movie player, an animated movie about a cat crossing the ocean with a god in search of adventure. As the movie moved onward, Evan calmed down, even taking effort to pay attention to the movie. He smiled and leaned his head on Albert's shoulder, finally feeling calm.

"Evan?"

The same voice came through the room, but it was back to the same calm and collected cadences U normally carried. Evan started and looked back. The mask smiled. "I wanted to apologize for earlier. Please understand that I don't hold anything against you, but I wish to ask you to please exercise more caution around my door."

"Yes, of course."

She nodded, then turned to leave. Albert smiled. "U is the scariest woman I know."

"Most assassins would be."

* * *

><p>Lila Hornridge lay in her bed, breathing softly as she tried to sleep. Then, something came through as a smell. "Tulips..."<p>

Her eyes opened. "It's you, isn't it?"

A voice responded calmly. "Yes."

She sat up in the bed and looked towards the voice. "You've come to kill me."

"Yes."

She smiled, and a tear rolled down her cheek. "Thank you...thank you..."

* * *

><p>Henry Dartcomb pulled the files open, talking to no one in particular. "Meadowlands Detention Facility. All of them, all that was left." He went through the files for Pawthero, for Furderickson, for Walbur. Pawthero had been a SSF Commander working at the facility during the early days of Chancellor Bellwether's administration. Walbur was a bit different: he was meant to be from the City Council, to monitor that the Facility was being kept in line with Animal Rights Codes. A small note, however, provided more insight: <em>Employee was incredibly receptive to persuasion efforts, shortly after was promoted to Lieutenant in Special Security Forces<em>.

Again to no one in particular, he spoke aloud. "Just say you bribed him and be done with it."

Furderickson was an interesting case. He was marked a menial employee, but something seemed to be cut out of the whole dossier. It mentioned he ran maintenance for the Facility, but refused to elaborate on it. He tossed the page down and pulled out another pge, one marked for a woman named "Delia Hornby". She was mentioned as a researcher in the camp, assigned to the study of savagery and what caused it. Then it said she had been fired after an accident at the Facility.

He turned the page over, and saw someone had added a small handwritten note.

_Changed name to Lila Hornrige_

The name sounded familiar. He turned and picked up the notes Erick had been taking, looking for the name. "Oh, she's the coroner." Then he realized that of the 4 people in the dossier, she was the only one left. The Capybara got up and ran out of the room towards his car.

* * *

><p>Lila smiled gently as the dark figure in the white mask sat at the foot of her bed. "Are you afraid of dying?"<p>

"I...I always thought I would be. But now that I'm there...I'm just...relieved."

The light of the moon shone through the window. The pale skin of the mask showed a smiling face. Lila smiled and chuckled softly. "All those years ago, all the years since...so much time spent waiting...I always knew you'd be back for me."

The figure shifted slightly. Lila teared up even more. "What happened at Meadowlands...I always blamed the Government for making me do it...I hated the idea that I was responsible for what I did..." Then she laughed slightly. "I was given one of your tulips the other day. It's a funny coincidence."

"Coincidence is an illusion, Delia. Only an illusion. That tulip was for Furderickson, but do not worry. I have a tulip for you, and you alone this time." The figure handed her a small yellow tulip, and she smelled it gently.

"So you _are_ going to kill me."

"I killed you 5 minutes ago. While you slept." She held up a small, empty syringe. Lila tightened her grip on the flower slightly.

"Is it painful?"

The figure responded quietly. "No."

She smiled. "Can I have a final request?"

"Yes."

"May I see your face again?"

The figure paused. After a moment, she reached to her face and slowly lifted her mask up and off. Lila saw a ray of moonlight come across it, and she smiled again at the sight. "You're beautiful..." A moment's pause. Lila could already feel herself fading. "Is it too late to apologize?"

As if in a distant haze, the voice responded, unmuffled by the mask. "Never."

With the last bit of air in her lungs, she whispered "I'm so sorry."

* * *

><p>Henry opened the door to the bedroom, and the fragrant smell of a tulip filled his nose. "Oh for the love of..." He crossed to the bed, and saw the Gazelle once known as Delia leaned back against the headboard, clutching a yellow tulip in her hand. She was smiling.<p>

He sighed and looked out the window. "You give her mercy, of all people..." He looked around the room, but nothing was out of place. Barring a drawer in the nightstand by the bed, which had been left open. Inside was a small leather book, with a small magnetic clasp. He opened and saw a number of boxes with dates, filled with writing. It was a journal.

"Alright, you want me to read it, I'll read it." He put it in his pocket and headed out of the room.

* * *

><p>The moon rose bright over the Little Rodentia Ghetto. Paws roamed the streets, ready to shoot anyone they saw on sight. It was in the moonlight that a small figure darted across the street, heading to a poster displaying the saltire of the Security Party, ringed with the slogan <em>Peace through Order, Order through Unity, Unity through Peace<em>. He shook a small spray can, and worked quickly. He sprayed a quick, red glyph over the poster, then disappeared back into the night.

The morning rose over the miniature city. As the Rats and Shrews walked down the streets, their collars beeping, their eyes were dead and lightless. Some had only ever known the collars, they had never had light in their eyes. Others had known life before the collars, the light had been beaten out of them.

Then, they noticed the poster. It had been defaced with red graffiti showing a red diamond with a 'U' painted inside it. They recognized the symbol. And for the first time in a very long time, those who saw it felt a twinkle of hope in their souls for the first time in a very long time.


	8. Setting the Stage

Gordon Doetrich looked over the script on the desk while talking into the phone. "Look, if we take off the end of act two, I think they'll still like it. Even if they're being watched by the police, I think they'll still enjoy this a lot."

As he sat down, he looked up at the television, which was on mute. He turned the sound back on, and a reporter began talking. "Authorities insist that the terrorist known as 'U' is in fact dead, despite the rising occurrence of graffiti tags linked as a symbol to the terrorist." She kept talking as the video feed changed to the police arresting several people wearing masks being lead into the SSF's vans.

He looked back down at the script, and thought it over in his head. After a moment, he came to a decision and went back to talking into the phone. "On second thought...I've got another idea. Throw out the old script. I'm going to tell you exactly what I want to see happen."

* * *

><p>Albert drummed his fingers against the table, humming impatiently. Evan smiled as he danced around to the music coming from the juke box, but Albert felt frustrated. To his count, it had been 34 days since he had been taken down here, and he had grown to hate it in just that time. U was only ever there for an hour or so at a time. Evan seemed perfectly happy, but he had grown listless.<p>

Then he heard her voice. "Hello, gentlemen. Did you sleep well?"

He had grown to resent that voice, although Evan seemed perfectly happy. "Yeah, I was fine." Then he had an idea. "Um, U?"

She looked in his direction. "Yes, what is it?"

"I wanted to know if I could help you."

Silence for a moment. "I'm sorry?"

"I don't want to just stay down here and hide. I want to get out there and help you with your missions!"

U looked at him, the mask perpetually smiling. "You do realize that there's at least 30 warrants out for your arrest. And if you get caught, then you'll likely be killed on the spot. Or if they're in a good mood, they'll torture you extensively, _then_ kill you."

"I know. I just want to get out of there."

U's mask kept smiling. "Bravery has no place where it may avail nothing." Then she turned. "Be ready within 10 minutes."

Albert smiled and ran to his room.

* * *

><p><em>10 October<em>

_There are 130 of them here, ready for the tests. And even now, one of them has gone savage. He shall be my first test subject. The Chancellor sent a man to oversee the proceedings, a man named Walbur. He said he was supposed to be watching over us, but he doesn't seem to be around much._

_14 November_

_There's just 46 left, 15 of which are savage. I don't know what I'm doing wrong. The program is supposed to be rehabilitating predators, but they only get worse as time goes on. I'm trying a new serum on a new test group tonight. I'm not sure what it'll do, though._

_23 December_

_A new load of people were brought in. It's good, since there are only 14 left of the original group. Even then, I've only got 76. They're all so weak and pathetic..._

_I hate them._

_4 January_

_There's no pattern across any of the serums. Most are dead, and those that aren't are savage._

_Except for one woman._

_She seems to be completely unaffected by whatever serum we pump into her, completely aware of who she is and where she is. No matter what I put in her, where others die or go savage, she is unaffected. I've considered making an exclusive file for the woman in cell U-21._

_10 February_

_Almost all my research is on the woman. She is the most interesting case I've ever seen. Predators, when they go savage, gain a bestial level of strength, but in the process lose all capacity for rational thought. But with this woman...she seems to gain the strength but keep all her wits about her. What's more, it seems to be having the opposite effect on her mental ability. She seems to be improving in all tests of her intellectual ability._

_13 February_

_The facility was destroyed. All I can remember was that she had escaped, and they kept trying to kill her. And she kept killing them. Eventually, they gave up and shot a rocket at her. Most of the facility was destroyed. But she wasn't._

_I saw her. And she saw me. There weren't any eyes to look at me with, but she looked at me. And in that one instant, I felt something from her._

_Hatred._

_Pure, unbridled hatred._

* * *

><p>The family of otters sat down, watching with the same bored interest they always did. And the same jingle played when the show started. The same Stag walked out and smiled, waving to the audience. "Ladies and gentlemen, we've got an amazing show for tonight. You're not going to believe this. Even I don't believe it. Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome the esteemed Chancellor Dawn Bellwether!"<p>

At once, their attention was piqued. The youngest one smiled. "No way! They can't possibly...!"

A small sheep walked out onto the stage, smiling and waving to the crowd. She sat down on a chair, and smiled again. Gordon smiled as well. "Chancellor, Chancellor, Chancellor, what a pleasure to have you here tonight."

"The pleasure is mine, Gordon."

"Now, I understand that you've been quite stressed as of late, what with this whole 'terrorism' nonsense that's been unfolding."

"Oh, please. The terrorist was never a true threat to this city."

It was then that the camera panned to show a masked figure in a black cloak busying itself with a pair of handcuffs, chaining the mock Bellwether to the chair without her knowing. The older of the Otters cried out "It's her!"

Gordon pretended not to have noticed. "Are you saying she's not still alive and active?"

"The terrorist was neutralized, Mr. Doetrich. There's nothing to fear."

It was then that Gordon pretended to have become aware of an instrument playing off-key in the band. He looked over and shouted "Chancellor, Chancellor! It's the terrorist herself!" The mock Bellwether looked over and saw the cloaked figure playing a small xylophone. The mock Bellwether called out "Seize her!" She got up to go after her, but immediately fell to the floor. The audience roared with laughter, as did the Otter family.

The scene sped up as a ridiculous song began playing, showing the mock Bellwether trying to chase him with a chair chained to her foot, and with the cloaked figure being chased by the security guards. Then the backup dancers joined in, being chased by the cloaked figure, who was being chased by the security.

Gordon smiled and carelessly tossed a banana peel onto the floor, which the cloaked figure stepped on and immediately slipped on. The security piled on top of her, then secured her. The mock Bellwether grinned and proclaimed "At last! Now we shall see who you truly are!"

The security pulled off her mask, and the Sheep gasped. Under the mask was a sheep that looked exactly like her, and when they pulled her cloak off, she was shown to be rigged in an elaborate contraption to control her arms and legs. The mock Bellwether cried out "Who are YOU?"

The sheep responded "I am Chancellor Dawn Bellwether!

The first sheep shouted "No, _I _am Chancellor Bellwether!" The two pounced on each other, while Gordon looked confusedly at the two fighting. Eventually, they got free of each other, and the guards held up their guns. One of them shouted "Shoot her! She's an impostor!"

"No, shoot HER! SHE'S the impostor!"

"Ready!"

"Aim!"

"FIRE!"

They shot, and both of them fell to the ground, clutching their chests in mock agony. The audience roared with laughter, as did the Otter family, so much so their collars started beeping. Gordon smiled and bowed, while in the background another black, masked figure seemed to be laughing.

* * *

><p>The night marched on. A small figure in rags knocked at the door to the Ox's door. An answer responded in a gruff, angry voice. "Who is it?"<p>

"Bogo?"

The door opened, and the Chief of Police of the ZPD answered. Time had not been kind. His hair had greyed, his face was wrinkling, his weight had been steadily growing, and his horns were badly chipped and cracked.

"Who the hell are you?"

"I only require a place to stay for the evening."

The Ox started to turn, but looked back and stood out of the way. "Fine. Just get out by morning."

The figure smiled. "Thank you kindly, sir." He entered the house, and Bogo walked back, failing to notice the door had failed to close all the way. He walked down the hall and opened the door to a sparsely appointed living room. "You can sleep on the couch." After that, the Ox just listlessly started up the stairs.

The figure nodded back at the black figure walking down the hall, but quickly dashed back down the hall and out the door. The masked figure called back "Albert!"

"You don't own me!"

The masked figure turned back and started towards the stairs, choosing the mission at hand. As he opened the door to the Ox's bedroom, Bogo was sitting in his bed, staring at the intruder.

"So you finally came."

The masked figure walked slowly towards him. Bogo chuckled. "If you want some half-hearted confession out of me, you're not gonna get one. I know what I did wrong. I personally put those collars on so many people. I know I ruined lives." The words sounded hostile, but Bogo seemed more tired than anything else. "I've been waiting for it to end for a very long time."

He got up, towering over the masked figure, walked over, and put a handgun in the figure's hand. After that, he knelt on the ground and moved her hand to put the gun over his forehead. "Just make it quick. Grant me one last respite."

There was silence for a moment. Then a loud bang. Bogo fell to the ground, a small stream of red flowing from the hole in his forehead.

* * *

><p>U walked across the room with a rapid pace. "Evan, Albert ran away."<p>

Evan got up and started through her. "...what?"

"He ran away. I don't know where he is, or if the Government has gotten to him by now."

The pit of Evan's stomach fell out. "No...NO!" He got up and started running, but he didn't know where to run. U walked over and grabbed him, hugging him gently.

"I know how to make sure he stays."

"W...what?" His voice was starting to break.

"It will not be easy for either of us. I can track him easily, I can find him within a week. But when I find him, I need you to do something."

"Anything! Just make sure they don't get him!"

"I will need your total obedience for this."


	9. Fear

Albert smiled as he walked down the streets, breathing the fresh air of Zootopia. He was finally free, and U couldn't keep him prisoner anymore. Even then, a small voice nagged in the back of his head. _You abandoned Evan. You abandoned Evan. You abandoned Evan._ He kept trying to force that voice out of his head as he walked through the streets of the Rainforest District. A small drizzle fell in patches over the forest.

He walked out along the forest canopy, listening to the sounds of the insects and bugs. He had read somewhere once that the Rainforest District had one of the largest diversities of Predators in Zootopia a little more than 17 years ago. And as he looked around, he noticed that the forest seemed thinner. The government had once declared "water rationing" in the Rainforest District, and people started flooding into the Downtown area.

He resolved something in his mind, and got up, walking down a road towards and elevator. A train rushed through a tunnel and across a bridge below him. Like almost all trains, it was nearly empty. The elevator rushed him lower and lower in the forest, taking him to the very floor of the whole of it. The doors opened, and he was greeted by a massive concrete wall topped with barbed wire just 10 feet from the entrance.

He walked around the wall, looking for any way to look over it. A small tree rose beside the wall, and with some effort, he pulled himself up. The view in the Rainforest District Ghetto was dismal. The houses couldn't even be called houses, they more deserved the name "shacks". Many had been cobbled out of spare pieces of metal and wood. All through the ghetto, an inch of water seemed to cover the ground. People walked through, dressed in patches and rags. And over it all, the steady, constant beeping of collars, hundreds of collars.

Albert pulled himself up higher into the tree, then leaned out, pulling the tree over. He climbed out along the branch, and managed to drop over the wire and inside the ghetto. At once, people noticed him. They stared at him, a Panda, with no collar, decent clothing, and looking well-fed. At once, he regretted his decision.

A Panther walked up. "What are you doing here? Shouldn't you be in the canopy?"

Albert tried to avoid his gaze. "I, ah...I...I wanted...to see...to see all this...for myself..."

The Panther gave a hollow chuckle. "You're here to gawk, aren't you? You wanted to see these." He pulled his collar down and showed the collar. Albert realized he had never truly seen someone wearing a collar, and inched closer to see it. It was a simple, metal affair, smooth and silver, with a small instrument pack on one side of it. A small light flashed on it, and a steady beeping emanated from it.

"So those are collars."

Again, the Panther chuckled hollowly. "Alright, you got your kicks. You've seen us suffer. And now you get to stay here with the lot of us and suffer with us."

Albert's blood ran cold. "What?"

"If the SSF catches you in here, they'll probably execute you for treason. If they don't, they'll kill a few of us for 'kidnapping' one of you. Either way, there's no way out of this hellhole. If there were any tunnels, we'd have been using them ourselves." He grinned, but there was no happiness in it. "It's been a long time since we had any new blood in here."

The Panda backed against the wall. "No..please, don't eat me..."

Then the Panther laughed. "The propaganda got to you all, didn't it? No, you're not food, as much as a surprise it may be to you."

Albert started calming down. "Okay..."

The Panther smiled hollowly, then started pulling him towards the crowd. "I guess you'll adapt. Everyone did at some point." Albert was scared. Already, he hated himself for making that decision.

"My number is 45667-32, by the way. But my actual name, not that it matters, is José. José Manchas"

* * *

><p>Henry Dartcomb sighed as he walked into his office. "Now Bogo too. She's thorough, I'll say that." Again, he was talking to no one in particular. This time, however, he got a response.<p>

"So that's all you've got, eh?"

Henry jumped at the voice, and saw a gerbil looking over the papers on his desk. "It would be nice if you didn't come in when I'm not here."

"The Chancellor's getting frustrated, Dartcomb."

"The Chancellor's always frustrated over something."

The Gerbil chuckled. "I'm aware of that. But it's a problem for you, since she wants you to find something out about U right away, otherwise she'll have your head."

Henry sighed. "Look, it's been 35 days since the broadcast. One guy's already died working this case."

"Yeah, but the Chancellor didn't kill him herself. Just get some sort of lead."

"Fine, just let me work." The Gerbil walked out, and Henry sat down at the desk. He went over the files of the people who had been killed. "Come on, you bitch. Give me something to work with."

* * *

><p>Gordon walked around his living room pointlessly while he talked into the phone. "Look, we've got the highest-rated show on the network. What are they going to do, fine us?" The person on the other side of the phone kept shouting. "Look, we made fun of the Chancellor, I know that. But I'm Gordon Doetrich, the host of Zootopia Tonight! So tell Standards they can shove it!" He hung up and sat back down on his couch, sighing loudly.<p>

Then there was a crash. He looked behind him and saw black-suited soldiers bearing the symbol of the SSF flooding into his house. Before he could react, someone caught him over the temple with a bludgeon, and he went down to the floor, where one of his horns snapped off. A small flow of blood came down his face, and then his world went black as a black bag was tied down over his head.

* * *

><p>Albert walked down the street of the ghetto, silently panicking. "Are you sure they'll kill me? If they see me?"<p>

José chuckled. "You still don't get it, do you? The Government goes after all of us. Your kind included."

"What are you talking about? The Government only goes after your kind when they go savage, and the people who make them go mad."

Again, José chuckled. "Never heard of Meadowlands, did ya?"

"That part of the city? It's outside quarantine."

"No, the Detention Facility. That's where they took our kind if they went savage, and your kind if they crossed your precious Chancellor. That's where they took my uncle Renato." He sighed, and kept walking. "They never spare anyone." He stopped outside a small shack. "Here we are."

Albert looked over the shack. It seemed the size of a small kitchen. The door didn't have any hinges, it was instead just a board moved out of the way to get in. Inside was somehow slightly less dismal, with a small bed covered in a ragged blanket made of patches, a small table, and a small fire pit. As with everything, the floor was damp.

"They...they keep you like this?"

"Yep. Me and 500,000 other Predators."

The number rattled around in Albert's head. _500,000_. It seemed like far too many, and far too few at the same time. "I thought the city had more than that."

"There used to be. About 2 million of us in a city of 20,000,000. Now, there's 500,000. That's the math."

It finally struck Albert how large that was. He sat slowly on a dry patch of the ground - there was no floor - and brought his knees up to his chest. José tried to smile, but the same hollowness filled his eyes. "You'll be fine. They don't care what we do in here provided we stay in here." The collar on his neck beeped quietly.

* * *

><p>U found Evan sitting at the small table in the kitchen, his head between his hands. "Evan, I know it will be hard, but it's the only way to do it."<p>

He looked up slowly. "So he's in that cell, then?"

"Well, there's...been a slight change of plans. I assure you, he is in no immediate danger, but circumstances have changed."

"What do you mean?"

"Albert is in the Rainforest Ghetto."

He bolted up. "WHAT?! Get him out of there!"

She walked over to the table slowly. "As I have mentioned, he is in no immediate danger. But this change in circumstances opens the possibility to better open his eyes to the reality of our situation."

Evan seemed on the verge of tears. "I don't want to do this."

"I know. I don't want to either. But it has to be done. He needs to be reminded what he's fighting for."

* * *

><p>This was a special meeting. This time around, the Chancellor had opened a video feed to shout at them instead of just shouting over the phone. But even then, she wasn't shouting, and was remarkably calm. "Has anyone else read this journal?"<p>

"No, ma'am. Just me and Neckley."

"Then let me make something perfectly clear. This journal's content is a matter of municipal security. It contains attacks on the character of many high-ranking Party members, as well as blatant violations of the Allegiance Charter. As we cannot prove whether Hornridge herself wrote this, it could be an elaborate forgery created by the terrorist. Any further discussion of the contents of this journal will be taken as an act of sedition if not treason. Am I understood, Mr. Dartcomb?"

The Capybara gripped the sides of the table a bit harder. "Yes, Chancellor."

"Good. You would do well to put it out of your mind. Send in the rest of them."

Henry got up and opened a door at the end of the room, motioning for the other members of the Chancellor's inner circle to enter the room. They took their seats, and the Chancellor glared down at them.

"Gentlemen, what is the status of the public in regards to the terrorist?"

A toucan stood up. "Through random audio sweeps carried out over the last 2 weeks, we have reason to believe that at least 76% of the general population believe the terrorist to be alive and active, with 96% of that group believing her to be responsible for the recent deaths of the Party members."

"And what of any possible attacks on the City Government Headquarters?"

"We've had several inspectors study the entire structure carefully, and they have come to the conclusion that the most logical form of attack would be from the air, possibly through the delivery of a bomb." He shuffled some papers on his desk and found the one he was looking for. "A separate proposal suggests that a bomb would be delivered through the subway system, despite the fact that all subway systems have been out of service and closed for at least 15 years, while all subway stations themselves have been sealed shut."

"Who filed that proposal?"

"That would be Mr. Dartcomb."

The Chancellor's face glared down at him. "Do you have any basis for these allegations, Mr. Dartcomb?"

He struggled for the right words, but eventually gave up. "No, Ma'am. It's...just a feeling."

"If I'm sure of anything, it is that this Government would not survive if it lay base to your _feelings_." She turned to the rest of the men assembled. "What we need right now is a clear message. I want every Prey animal in this city to know how close we are to message must be made known in every newspaper, across the entire internet, on every radio, seen on every television. They must understand that we stand on the edge of oblivion! I want them to know exactly _why they need us!_"


	10. The Burning Darkness

No matter what it was the newscasters were reporting, Evan couldn't escape their stories. "There have been 15 cases of Predators attacking government officials in Predator Districts in the last 3 days across all parts of Zootopia." He changed the channel, and another reporter came up. "Reports are still coming in of sabotage efforts on critical railroad supply lines, leading to some predictions of food shortages in the coming weeks." And another channel. "An unconfirmed outbreak of mange has been reported in Tundra Town this morning, with 3 people being hospitalized. We are still waiting for confirmation on this story."

U walked behind him, staring at the television idly. "Having trouble finding something to watch?"

"Everything's getting worse, U."

"Nothing's gotten worse, Evan. Everything is as it always is."

He thought that over for a moment. "Why are they suddenly reporting on it now?"

"Fear is a powerful emotion. Bellwether knows that. That's how she got where she is, that's how she's stayed where she is."

"I see..." He flipped over to another channel, which was reporting on a possible contamination of wells in Sahara Square. "Do you think..."

"Do I think what?"

"Do you think...the government's doing all these things?"

"Possibly. Or there's been a lot of coincidences they're able to capitalize on."

"Right." He turned the TV off and went back to his room. "Is Albert okay?"

"Yes, he'll be fine."

"Are you still sure about this?"

U sighed behind her mask. "Evan, do you trust me?"

He thought over that for a moment. "Yes. I know I had to think about it, but I needed to make sure."

U's mask grinned as always. "Then I think you know the answer."

* * *

><p>Albert awoke with a small jolt, and remembered where he was. He tried to pull the blanket over his head, and it tore. Giving up, he sat up and saw that José was boiling a small pot of water over a small fire.<p>

"I actually found a mint plant growing in that corner over there." He motioned over at a corner where a small green plant was growing. It was the most colorful thing he had seen in a day. "Can you believe it? Where does mint come from around here?"

"As long as it isn't a mushroom..." He got up and brushed the dirt off of his front. He just sat there for a moment. "Do you honestly spend every day like this?"

José chuckled hollowly and brought a small tin can full of hot water that smelled lightly of mint. "Every day for the last 16 years. You get used to it."

The Panda sipped at the water. It tasted like hot water with a small fringe of mint. "What was it like before all this?"

José stared at him. "Albert, you've been here for 3 days. I don't know what you've seen coming out of the asshole-for-a-mouth called ZTN, but I'm not just someone who will open up and pour out his life story for someone who's 'seen the other side'." He went back to his "tea" and sipped gently.

Albert was silent for a while after that. Outside, he heard a very light drizzle and saw multiple dribbles coming from the ceiling. "Um...is there any way...I could help with the roof?"

José chuckled. "Sure, you can sit on top and plug up the holes with your paws." He chuckled again, and the hollowness of it still rattled in Albert's head. After a moment, the Panther spoke up. "Well...I'm sure someone around here has a bit of wood or metal they could spare."

Albert smiled and pushed the "door" out of the way, and walked into the rain. As he walked, he kept remarking at the animals he saw. Otters, Tigers, Wolves, Foxes...animals he hadn't seen anywhere in Zootopia for many, many years. And all of them wore the same expression, that same, haunting, broken expression that stayed at the back of his mind.

After a short time, he decided he was lost and went up to a gaunt-looking Polar Bear woman. "Um...is there anywhere...I could get some extra metal or...or...wood?"

She looked up, and pointed. "The Hob's that way."

"The...Hob?"

"What we call the market around here. Not sure why it's called that...everyone just started calling it "the Hob" one day. Think it was supposed to be "hub", but I dunno." She went back to staring at the ground, humming tunelessly to herself. Albert walked in the direction she had pointed until he came to a small group of shacks selling things that fit one definition in his head: "junk".

He wandered around the shacks, until he found one that had small patches of plastic. "Excuse me...? How much...for these...?"

The Wolf looked him up and down. "You poor sweet child. We don't buy and sell anything here. No money to do it with. Here, we trade. You got anything?"

"Uh..."

The Wolf grinned. "Figures. Look, you've got a nice shirt there. Better than anything anyone's had around here for years. I'll give you all you need for that shirt."

"My...shirt?"

"That's how it is. You want something, you gotta give something back."

Albert looked up at the rain, swallowed his pride, and pulled his shirt off. He tossed it to the Wolf, and he motioned for him to take what he needed. As Albert picked out what was needed for the roof, the Wolf noticed his figure. "Heh. You've got to be the fattest person here."

That caught him off guard. He looked down at himself. He wasn't fat. The word "chubby" more applied. "What?"

"Don't worry, kid. That'll all come off soon enough." He chuckled and leaned back in his chair.

The rain had stopped, but Albert helt very cold. He held the plastic and wood over his chest and started making his way back to José's shack.

* * *

><p>Henry Dartcomb sat down at his desk, grunting gently. "Two months, and a murder each week. Now, all of a sudden, you're off the charts."<p>

A small door opened, and the Gerbil walked back out. "Hey, Henry?"

"Yeah?"

"We've got something for you."

He got back up. "What is it?"

"An informant."

He walked out of the room at a rapid clip, with the Gerbil trailing behind him. "Hey, wait!" It took him a moment before he realized he didn't know where he was going, and stopped to let the Gerbil catch up. "Okay, where am I going?"

He motioned to be picked up, and Henry brought him close to his ear. "Meadowlands."

Henry whispered back. "What? That's outside quarantine."

"Look, Henry, you're in a really bad spot. Either you go get the information from this person, or the Chancellor gets served your head on a silver platter. You choose."

The Capybara sighed loudly and walked out to his car. "Fine, but if we get caught, it's your head, not mine."

* * *

><p>Albert slipped the pieces of plastic into any hole he could find, just as the rain started again. He went back inside to inspect his work, and saw that the dribbles of water had slowed down enormously. He smiled a bit, but shivered without his shirt on. "Uh...José? Do you have...anything I could wear?"<p>

The Panther sighed. "I might have something." He walked over to a corner piled with rags. He picked some of them up, then looked over the Panda. "It'll take me a little bit, but I'll give you something to make yourself decent with." With that, he sat down, pulled out a small needle, and started stitching the rags together. "If you want to go out and do something, you're welcome to."

Albert started to say something, but chose not to. He left the shack and started wandering around aimlessly in the rain. After a short while, something caught his eye. A Lion, but one he thought he had seen somewhere. He started following the Lion, until they came to a shack up against the wall. He knocked on the board serving as a door, and a face greeted him. Heavily aged, gaunt, with most of his mane having fallen out, but it wasn't anyone else but him.

"Mayor Lionheart?"

The man chuckled hollowly. "Haven't been called that in a very long time." His voice was haggard, but still retained some of the power it had once held. "Would you like to come in?"

Albert couldn't quite believe it, but he entered. The Lion hunched over slightly in the shack, and sat down by a small fire. His shack seemed almost identical to José's. The once-Mayor threw a few small branches onto the fire, then started warming his hands over it. "So, I heard about you. Fell in here because 'you were curious'. Bet you regret that, don't you?"

The Panda had no idea where to even begin. He found a place. "Wha...what do I...call you?"

"My number's 00034-78."

"No, you have a name." He struggled to find what it was, then came up with it. "Leodore?"

The sound of his name brought something back into the Lion's eyes. "Yes...that's my name...I haven't heard it in a very long time."

"What do you mean?"

"I don't talk much with people here...they blame me for all this."

"What?" He looked around. "They blame _you_ for this?"

"Surprising, isn't it? Everyone needs a scapegoat."

"But...you didn't do all this, did you?"

"What, do you want a story?" He caught the Panda's eyes, then sighed. "Fine. I guess I'll explain." He shifted slightly, then started talking. "I don't know what happened. I don't know how she did it. But I was trying to _help_ them. Yes, I did something illegal locking them up like that. But it was for their _safety_. You've seen them, you know what they're like when they...get like that." He shivered slightly. "I was one of the first people she sent here. They built this ghetto to hold us. My kind. And every day, I wish she had even the slightest bit of mercy on me."

"What, did you want her to not throw you in here?"

Leodore stared straight at him. "I wanted her to kill me. I wanted her to kill me, and be done with it."

Albert's blood ran cold. He didn't have a response.

"It's amazing, the depths of her cruelty."

* * *

><p>The Capybara and the Gerbil pulled up outside the ruins of what once was the Meadowlands Detention Facility. Silence prevailed, total silence. Henry stepped out of the car and started walking past where the main entrance had once stood. As soon as he entered the main bulk of the ruins, a small light shining from a door caught his eye. He walked through and saw a figure sitting in a chair. It looked up, but their face was hidden behind sunglasses and a bandanna. "Hello, gentlemen." A rough woman's voice came from it."<p>

"Are you...the...informant?"

"That's one word for it."

"Alright..." He brushed over the hilt of his gun. "Start talking. What do you know about the terrorist named U?"

"Oh, nothing like that, detective. I have a different story. One that better explains why we are where we are today."

Henry was confused. "Well...okay, tell me what you know."

The woman looked up and started talking.


	11. A Bottomless Abyss

"We start, as most stories do, with a young woman, full of ambition and purpose. She seeks to change things in this City, change things for the better. Our twist, however, is that her definition of 'better' has been twisted and perverted by anger and hatred, and she seeks to take that anger and unleash it on the entire city.

"So, she begins her climb to power through a back door: she is appointed Assistant Mayor in a seeming act of good will to appease a voter base. And from there, her plan begins to move. She begins a personal, hidden project that she knows will further her goals, and put her exactly where she wants to be. And its effect is immediate: people get scared. People start feeling fear. People start wondering if things need to change. And like most people, they want what's best for the city.

"But what they want ends up being what _she _wants, and she acts on that. She is catapulted to the position of Mayor when, in a twist of good fate, an up-and-coming officer in the Zootopia Police Department reveals that the former Mayor has been imprisoning those Predators that have gone savage. No one asks why, or what he's doing with them, or even if he's the reason they're going savage in the first place. People want someone to blame, and they blame him.

"And as a final act in her game of chess, when that same officer discovers the actual scheme, she is able to dispose of her and simultaneously make her a martyr. With all her opponents out of the way, she's free to bring safety to the city. And her efforts are welcomed as a means to bring safety and stability, but their true end goal is total hegemonic domination. Completely unfettered power. And through capitalizing on that same fear, she gets it. She takes out all the stops, tosses the Constitution in the garbage, and makes a new system that entirely serves her.

"A few years pass, the Predators are subjugated, as well as the whole city. If anyone has noticed, it's far too late. A few "extremists" are tried, sentenced, and executed. The "threat" has passed, but nothing changes. And to finalize her control, she appoints herself to the new position of Chancellor.

"And the rest, as they say, is history."

Henry looked her up and down, trying to process everything. "How...how can you prove any of this?"

"Why do you think I'm still alive?"

"Right. Well...I'm prepared to take you into protective custody."

"I'm sure you would. But I only ask one thing of you."

"What's that?"

"That I know what Chancellor Bellwether's doing at all times. Surely, you know her security, and its head, Creekly. When I feel safe that Bellwether can't sneeze without you knowing, I'll return. Until then, ta-ta." The figure got up, walked to the darkness at the end of the room, and vanished. Henry was left more confused than before.

The Capybara drove back to the station, focusing on nothing. The Gerbil called after him. "Well, what are you going to do now?"

"Nothing."

"What?"

He got out, and walked back to his office. The Gerbil followed, and Henry collapsed into his chair.

"What do you mean, 'nothing'?"

"There's nothing to do. There's nothing that _can_ be done."

The Gerbil sighed. "Alright, at least enlighten me as to what's going to happen next?"

"Well, once you know what's happening, it's easy to see what's going to happen next. Right now, the city's incredibly tense. The people are tense, the police are tense, the government's tense. It won't be long until someone fucks up."

"Okay, and what then?"

"Well...after that, all U has to do is keep her word."

* * *

><p>A young Rabbit girl ran across the street, shaking the spray can. She ran right up to a poster of the Security Party, and started spraying a red diamond onto it. Just as she completed the diamond, she sprayed a "U" into the diamond. Just as she finished, a Paws agent saw her. "Hey, you! Stop right there!"<p>

She turned to run, but hadn't gotten 3 feet before a gun rang out, red splattered across the sidewalk, and the young girl fell to the ground. The Paws agent walked up, looking her over. In his head, he began panicking.

Then he noticed that a crowd of people were starting to gather around him. He held up the badge of his status, and started calling out "This is official Government business. Disperse at once." But they kept closing in on him. Their faces were filled with rage. He kept holding up his badge, desperately repeating his order. The last thing he saw was an Elephant swinging a wrench at his head.

* * *

><p>Albert walked across the small street, heading back to José's shack. His stomach growled for the nth time that day, and as he entered, he saw the Panther cooking a small fish over the fire. "Hey there. You were out for a while."<p>

"I was looking around the Hob for bread. I actually found a small loaf. Had to trade away one of my pants legs." He tossed the Panther a small loaf of slightly burned bread, which brought a still hollow smile from him.

"Looks like you're getting used to it." He tore off a bit, ate it, then tossed another piece to the Panda, who ate it ravenously. After that, he sliced out a bit of the fish and passed it to him. As Albert ate it, he noted that it tasted like everything in the ghetto. Like nothing.

He spoke up. "José?"

"Yeah? What is it?"

"Do you remember what life was like before the collars?"

He glared at him for a moment, but sighed. "Life had color back then. Things were a little bad, yeah. Things are always a little bad. But it wasn't like..._this_." He tugged at the collar, and jolted a bit. "Agh!" He reeled back a bit, then grunted. "Yeah, that's what it's like to wear these. You even try to pull at it, and it sets it off. You get mad, it gets set off. You get _sad_, and it sets it off. After a while, you learn to just...not feel anything."

Albert stared at it. He thought back to U's hideout. There had been an opened collar on a small pedestal. He tried to imagine what it must have felt like when it came off.

Then there was a massive bashing at the "door". It was bashed down, and a woman in an SSF uniform stormed in and at once caught Albert by the temple with a truncheon. His world went black, but as he faded, he heard José screaming.

* * *

><p>Albert woke up in a cell. A simple, cinderblock cell. Light streamed in from a window barely the size of a paper. He had been bound and gagged, and dressed in a simple canvas jumpsuit. It struck him where he was.<p>

He started screaming.

He kept screaming and screaming, straining against the bindings. And it got him nowhere. He finally stopped screaming when his throat started feeling sore, and broke down crying. The light coming from outside started fading as the sun started setting.

After an hour spent in silence, the door opened, and Albert was grabbed by the hair and dragged to a room with a single chair and a table. He was sat down, the gag taken out from his mouth, and a man sat down across from him, shadows obscuring his face.

"Do you know where you are, Albert?"

He didn't say anything.

"You are in a cell block at SSF headquarters. You are being held with one purpose: to tell us everything you know about codename 'U'."

"i...I don't know anything..."

"This could all be so much easier if you cooperate, Albert."

He stayed silent.

"Very well." He called out to a person standing at the door. "Process him."

Albert tried to hold back, but he couldn't. He started sobbing gently as he was taken to a room where his hair was shaved down to the fur. He kept sobbing as he was taken to a room where his hand restraints were tightened, sat down, then suddenly had his head dunked into a bucket of water. He was held under the water for a minute, while he struggled to get back to the air. When he was brought back up, a female voice spoke. "Tell us what you know about the terrorist named U."

He didn't respond, and was dunked back under the water, this time for a bit longer. Every time he refused to respond, he was dunked under for a bit longer. Eventually, he was forced under for around 3 minutes, and was starting to fade out. Being given no respite, he was taken back to his cell and thrown on the ground, wailing softly to himself.

The next few days were entirely the same. The only variation was how they tried to get the information out of him. On the second day, waterboarding. He was strapped back in a chair, a cloth laid over his face, and a hose turned on over it. They went on like that for hours, with Albert struggling like mad to breathe. Every time, he reflexively struggled, trying to swim even though he wasn't drowning. He kept fading in and out, trying to reach some sort of end. But they kept it coming, unrelenting for hours. And in between, each time, they kept asking the same question: "Where is U?"

On the third day, they went back to basics and brought out a whip with several flails tipped with iron. They would whip him. Then they'd ask "Where is U?" Then when he invariably failed to answer, they'd whip him once again, the iron tips dragging into his flesh and leaving long, red tears. Within an hour, blood was softly flowing down his back in thin streams. 5 hours passed, and still nothing.

It was in the evening of the third day he was given food for the first time. He dragged himself over to the tray and took a small bite. It tasted like diseased dog shit. He still ate it.

By day 6, they had gone through whipping, drowning, waterboarding, and had moved onto older tactics. Albert was strapped into a rack, where each time he failed to answer, a crank was turned and he was stretched further. It was incremental each time, to drag out his suffering in a well-practised, well-trained form. Every time something cracked, every time something popped, Albert screamed louder. And they kept asking the same question: "Where is U?"

On day 11, something different happened. Albert was chained to the wall, and a Panther was brought in.

José.

"This savage was caught harboring you in the Rainforest Predator District. Answer our questions, and we'll be willing to let both of you go back there today. Now...where is U?"

Albert didn't say anything. In response, the guards laid José on the ground, brought out a sledgehammer, and used it to smash his hand to pieces. His scream cut through Albert like a dagger, making him recoil as hard as he ever had.

That went on for some time. They asked him again. He failed to answer. They smashed the Panther's other hand. Then they smashed his feet. Then his legs. Then his arms. Then his pelvis. And as Albert kept being unresponsive, they kept smashing his bones.

An hour passed that way. Finally, they ran out of bones to break. All the same, José was still awake. And as he was dragged out of the room in a disturbingly limp way, Albert caught sight of the Panther's eyes. They were empty before. But now...they didn't even seem like eyes. They were just holes. Holes that bore through his soul and out the other side.

Under his breath, Albert whispered "_I'm sorry._" It was all he could do.

* * *

><p>After that, every day was the same. Albert was dragged out of his cell, he was tortured in some new, increasingly inventive way, he was thrown back in his cell. It got so amazingly predictable. He never got used to it...but he slowly stopped caring. The pain kept slicing through his mind, but he had stopped caring. He went through the motions of being tortured every day, and yet felt nothing.<p>

He felt empty.

Then came a day, either a month or two months or ten, he didn't know, when he was sat down in the same chair in front of the same table on the very first day. The man spoke to him. "Your continued uncooperativeness is disappointing, although your fortitude is to be admired. You are scheduled to be executed in 2 hours. This is your final chance to tell us what you know about U."

In a near monotone, Albert replied flatly "I would rather be executed in two hours."

The man leaned forward. "So be it. You will be returned to your cell in the meantime."

And for the umpteenth time, he was dragged back to his cell and thrown in. He lay there on the floor, trying to imagine the ways he'd be executed. It kept getting increasingly fanciful and elaborate, to the point where it seemed almost cartoonish. Finally, he came full-circle, and just came back to imagining getting shot. _They'd want to be efficient. No more efficient way than just shooting me._

The cell door opened. And a cool, female voice voice came through. "Do you fear death, Albert?"

He just heard the words, not the voice. "No."

"Then you're free. You're completely free, Albert."

The tone and cadence came back to him. "You..."

He pulled himself up and looked into a white, grinning mask. "Albert, come with me."

As if in a haze, he got up and followed the cloaked figure. His senses slowly started coming back to him as he saw the guards lying in small, red puddles on the floor. Then he realized what was happening. "...U..."

"I had to wait, Albert. I had to make sure you were in the right place, the right state of mind. I had to make sure you had learned."

"Wait...what..." It started occurring to him what she was saying. "You...you knew...I was there...and you...you _let them_..." He collapsed slightly. "Jo...José..."

"Albert...there was nothing I could do..."

The words went straight through his mind, and rattled around. He felt something. Fear. Anger. Hopelessness. Despair. But for all it was...he felt something. For the first time in a very long time.


	12. We All Fall Down

"A...Albert...?"

"...Evan..." A faint smile crossed the weak Panda's face as he saw his partner.

The other Panda bolted up from the bed and ran across the room to him, smashing into Albert and knocking him down, hugging him close and hard. Albert wheezed under the force, but smiled and hugged as tight as he could.

"Albert...I didn't want to let her..."

"Let her what?"

"Let them take you. To do all that...to you." Evan hugged Albert into his chest, trying to get him as close as possible. The smaller Panda wheezed loudly, and Evan finally let go. He chuckled, smiling like a maniac.

U's mask smiled as always. "You always read about these kinds of reunions, but rarely do you ever see them in person." She started walking towards her room.

Albert watched her walk, then called out "What happens now?"

She paused. "Now, we let the system work." With that, she closed the door behind her, followed by the sound of a latch closing.

Albert smiled and walked over to the couch. Evan smiled. "If it's any way of making you happier...I think you look nice with your hair that short."

The other Panda glared back at him, but the glare collapsed into a smile. "I'm sorry. I can't be mad at you. Not now." He scooted over and hugged Evan as tight as he could, nuzzling into his neck.

They stayed like that for some time. Finally, Evan pulled away and asked "So, what does U mean by 'we let the system work'?"

"I wish I knew, but I know it'll work. I want it to work more than anything else in the world."

* * *

><p>The Elephant at the cashier knew three things about the man in front of him. He was a Hippo, he was wearing a grinning mask, and he was holding a gun towards him. The man kept shouting "Give me the fucking money! All of it!"<p>

The elephant tried his best to pull the money out and push it into a bag for the man, then threw it at him and ducked under the counter. The man shouted "Anarchy in Zootopia!", fired the gun at the ceiling, and ran out of the shop.

* * *

><p>The weekly supply train made its way across Sahara Square, speeding along the lines as always. As it rounded a curve, it happened. The driver caught a glimpse of several Rhinos wearing bright white masks pushing most of a sand dune down onto the tracks right in front of the train.<p>

The train caught it head on, and at once came to a shattering halt. Every car in the train smashed into the car in front of it, and the driver was thrown through the window out onto the sand dune. The train itself smashed off the rails, ploughing through the rest of the dune and tearing up most of the rails. Everything the train had been carrying was completely destroyed.

The Rhinos above the tracks cheered at the sight, and called out "Anarchy in Zootopia!"

* * *

><p>Three policemen walked down the streets of Tundra Town. A cold wind whipped through the air, leaving small bits of frost on their uniforms. They turned off the main road to a smaller road, and kept their watch as they moved along.<p>

As they passed an alley, a single, massive Moose woman charged out at the Hares, knocking them to the ground in a single, swift move. She pinned them, grabbed their guns, and wasted no time in pistol-whipping them into unconsciousness. The officers got a brief glimpse of a white, grinning mask before their worlds went black.

She dumped them in a snowbank, and shouted "Anarchy in Zootopia!"

* * *

><p>Chancellor Bellwether's voice was always angry and harsh. But today, it was even harsher. "Three hundred and thirty seven days, gentlemen. Three hundred and thirty seven <em>failures<em>! Your ability to rein in the chaos gripping our city is completely despicable, and will be met with punishment as harsh as you deserve!" There was silence for a bit. "Are you _sure_ they were all wearing that mask?"

A Pig spoke up. "Yes, Chancellor. We've determined that these masks were shipped en masse as part of a shipment in a supply train."

"Who sent them?"

"We're trying to figure that out as we speak. However, we are mostly sure that...the terrorist is the one responsible for them." He spoke the word "terrorist" with trepidation.

"How many have been sent out?"

"We're not sure, but at least 34 freight cars full of them were shipped. In other words...almost 2 million."

"_I want anyone caught with those masks __**shot on sight**_!"

The Pig spoke back up. "Chancellor, we are trying our very best to deliver you results, we cannot be expected to work miracles!"

"Your failures," she shot back, "are nothing short of a miracle if only for their scale and sheer number. The closer we get to the 4th of April, the more our city succumbs to chaos!"

"Chancellor...are you suggesting that we're doing this on purpose?!"

"I'm suggesting that perhaps my faith was misplaced in you, Mr. Creed. I've had no less than 5 people follow this. Neckley was lucky, he had the foresight to _die_ before he had the chance to fail me as the others have! Dartcomb, Whiskerson, Young, and now you. You're riding a very, _very_ thin line between your life and oblivion, Mr. Creed. Just as this city does at present."

There was silence for a bit longer. Finally, the Chancellor spoke again. "Gentlemen, this "U" is still out there. I can see her worming her way into the hearts and minds of our citizens, corrupting their reason and better judgement. The very soul of this city is at stake, and we must work to exorcise this demon from it at all costs.

"That is why I'm compelled to pink-slip every one of you should this terrorist's plan come to pass this 4th of April, revoke your status in the Security Party, and have you arrested on charges of treason against the state. Am I understood?"

The men in the room responded in chorus. "Yes, Chancellor."

"Good. The rest of you are dismissed. I will speak with Mr. Creed alone. Prey Prevails."

The rest of the men muttered "Prey Prevails." under their breaths in a not entirely convincing way, then shuffled out of the room, leaving the Pig alone with the phone hub.

"Mr. Creed, you are my last line of defense on this issue. You are the head of the Paws, of my private security force, and thus should be the most qualified person to address this issue. Am I correct in assuming this?"

"Yes, Chancellor."

"You'd better hope that you're right." Another pause. "Do you love this city, Mr. Creed?"

"Yes, Chancellor."

"For now, I believe you. Your orders are simple. Apprehend the terrorist, no matter what the cost may be. That is all. Prey Prevails." With that, the phone line cut off. Roger Creed was left with his thoughts. Mechanically, he repeated "Prey Prevails", but the phrase was sounding more and more hollow each day.

* * *

><p>The Pig walked down the steps of the City Government building. When he reached the bottom of the steps, he looked up at the building. He thought immediately to what it represented. It wasn't just where the city ran itself from, it was a visual symbol of the government's power. It had been completed just 10 years ago, and towered massively above the downtown buildings, no small feat compared to most of what surrounded it.<p>

He made his way down to the street, where his wife had pulled up the car. She smiled and kissed his cheek when he got in. "Busy day?"

Roger was silent. His wife started to look concerned. "Are you okay?"

She started driving, and after a while, Roger finally spoke. "I've been assigned to stop U."

"What?"

"He told me that I had the next 28 days to stop her. This problem's taken 4 other men down with it, and none of them could do anything about it in almost a year. I have _28 days_ until the 4th."

His wife gripped the steering wheel tighter. "What are you going to do?"

"Anything I _can_ do at this point."

* * *

><p>U's fingers danced over the piano, pressing each key with deft rhythm and tempo, chiming out a symphony of notes and sounds. In her head, she hummed along softly, trying yet failing to come up with proper lyrics.<p>

Albert walked up behind her. "U?"

She kept playing. "Yes?"

"I...I wanted to say...I don't hate you."

She kept playing. "Thank you. That means a lot, coming from you."

The Panda smiled. "So...the day's almost here, yes?"

"Yes." The notes kept ringing out.

"What happens after you do it?"

The piano stopped singing, and silence fell over the room. U sighed. "I haven't planned for that."

"Why?"

"There's no need to. Come the 4th, I'll serve my purpose, then I'll be done."

"What do you mean, 'done'?"

"There won't be a need for me anymore. And with any luck, there won't be a need for anyone like me for a long time."

Evan came up behind Albert. "You know we're ready to help you no matter what it is, yes?"

The mask kept smiling. "There's something that requires your attention, then."


End file.
